FIRE BELOW

farm was sunk in a hollow not sixty yards off,
and though the house was silent, I heard the
kick of some horse against the wood of his
staH.
We went some three miles further, but
found no kind of cover in which to bestow the
car, so with a lot of trouble we turned her
round, to see if we could do better upon the
way we had come.
We had repassed the farm and had left it
two miles behind when we came to a track on
the left-hand side of the road. The track was
rough and narrow and promised the poorest
shelter, but in desperation I took it, to see
where it led.
I had hopes it would lead to a quarry or into
a wood or at least to some dip or hollow where
Rowley could take his chance. But it led to
none of these things. It led to the farm.
When I saw the familiar buildings, I could
have cried out with rage, for the waste of
time was shocking, and the thought of reversing
in darkness for nearly a mile and a half was
enough to break any man's heart. Then
I saw a way out of our plight, which, if we
could only take it, would turn our loss into
gain.
We were now at the back of the farm, the
front of which was commanding the bridle-
path. If the farmer would harbour the Rolls,
no covert could be more convenient, for, if we
returned in haste, we could enter the farm
from t|ie front and leave by the back and be
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